FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
According to him, Ma Chung-ying was already ancient
history. He kept on saying: "I don't know." As a matter
of fact, he gave one an impression of not knowing, and it was
probably justified. Though he was head of the entire Civil
Service, his subordinates took action independently of him.
For instance, he was unaware of the fact that Mr. Barlow's
luggage had been forced open on a journey to Khotan a
short time before. From the point of view of Mr. Kung's
prestige, such ignorance was unpardonable.
And sure enough, the day before we left, he was deprived
of his post and his successor, Mr. Hsu, from Urumchi, came
to call on the English Consul-General. Mr. Hsu had studied
in Japan, He was a great swimmer and declared himself a
fervent devotee of sport. I have no idea what qualities he
showed as an administrator afterwards, but I know that it
would be hard to find a more obsequious face than his. He
drove away in the historic bottle-green brougham that had
for ages been used by the successive taotai of Kashgar. The
horse, like all the carriage horses of the country, had a duga
hoop over him. The vehicle had long ago been imported
from Russia, piece by piece.
The Two Consuls.
The Soviet and British representatives at Kashgar were
far from being the best friends in the world, though officially
the relations were excellent. Some Russians came fre-
quently to play tennis at the Consulate-General. That
was how we came to meet Bokanenko, a sympathetic little
man of exceptional intelligence. He spoke English and
Chinese and he knew Manchuria—where we had been a
very short time before—so we found his conversation capti-
vating. His athletic companion Igoroff had not such fine
perception. He said to me that he had just been reading an
account of my travels in the Caucasus in the Moscow papers.
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